DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
this mountainous mass of suffering, I visited the refugees, Czech
and German.
In empty schoolrooms, in barracks, in barns and outbuildings
and cattle trucks, I found them, the Czechs, and Slovaks, a few
of the hundred thousand that had fled before the Germans, the
Poles and the Hungarians. There they were, the Legionaries, the
men who had fought with the Russian and French and Italian
armies against the Germans, who had battled and shot their way
right across" Siberia to Vladivostok, there to take ship and travel
all round the world to France, so that they could fight again with
the Allies, men who wore British and French and Italian decora-
tions. A few weeks before they had been school-teachers, officials,
postmen, workmen in steady employment. Now they lay, three
men, three women, two boys, in one small room, each with his or
her pallet. No work, no money, hardly anything to eat. Beaten
up by the Germans, expelled by the Germans, fled from the
Germans — a Legionary was a marked man. The future? A
labour battalion, stone-breaking on the roads, perhaps. Perhaps a
job — A Job! — one day, when the rump Czechoslovak state had
succeeded in reducing chaos to order.
The Lord Mayor's Fund?' 'What's that?' they said, 'we never
heard of it, you are the first foreigner that's been to visit us. We
need fuel, and underclothes, and food, and a little money.'
Then, with the widow, I went out to the allotments, each with
its ramshackle hut. Here the Germans Were living, the German
working men who had given their allegiance to the Czechoslovak
state because they hated Hitlerism, because they felt freer and
better men in the free Republic.
Now they lived in these huts, that belonged to Czech working
men — The poor people are the only ones who help,' said the
widow — and counted themselves lucky to-be there. Three men,
two women and three children, in a hut the size of a toolshed.
Take a look at the toolshed at the bottom of your garden. Novem-
ber. Cold. Wet. December coming, January, February ... A
mile away — you can see them from the bottom of the allotment —
the Germans. Perhaps they will be here to-morrow.
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